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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE idea of this alteration of Li.Lo's FATAL 
Cuklos ir, was. firſt canceived from a per- 


5 uſal of the late Mr. Harris's Philological Eſſays, 


publiſhed in 1780. It was communicated to Mr, 


Colman, by a friend of the Author's, in Spring 


1782; but it ſeems Mr. Colman had, at that time, 
by a ſingular coincidence of ſentiments, reſolved 
to bring out Lillo's play at his theatre; which he 


accordingly did the enſuing Summer. 


The principal objects of the alteration are, to 
remedy a defect which had been obſerved in the 
original, a want of connection and increaſing in- 


tereſt in the ſcenes; to afford, from the preſſing 
neceſſity of the moment, a better apology for 


Milmot's commiſſion of the crime, and to ſhew 
Agnes tempted to it by ſlower degrees, and the ſe- 


duction of opportunity: for a like purpoſe, her 


character of pride and fierceneſs is endeavoured 


to be more ſtrongly brought out in the converſa- 


tion ſhe holds with her huſband and Charlotte. — 
The additional character of the Boy is introduced, 

not only to infuſe ſomewhat more of pity into the 
calamities of the Wilmot family, but to give an 


ppportupity of ſhewing the diſtreſſes reſulting 
5 . f 8 


+” 


6 ADVERTISEMENT. 


from their poverty, on which the pride and deli- 
Cacy of a more advanced age 40 not eaſily allow 
it to dwell. 

To Lillo's title, of Fa rar. cen e is pre- 
fixed that of The Suriywatck, both becauſe the 


word Curigſity, does not ſeem quite applicable to 


the leading circumſtance of the piece, and be- 
cauſe there appears an impropriety in affixing to a 
play any title which anticipates the concluſion, 
The old name, however, has been alſo preſerved, 
that the author of the alteration might not ſeem, 
in the ſmalleſt degree, to violate Lillo's original 
right to the performance, 


wy * $. 
2 


4 


PRO LOG 

2 NG bad the Tragic Muſe, with partial tongue, 

The woes of kings and heroes only ſung ; © 
Shew'd where the cypreſs on the laurel preſs d, 
And tore its purple from the aching breaſt. 

In England firſt ſhe breathed an humbler ſtrain, 
And taught the private ſufferer to complain; | 
Laid down her ſtate, and bade the tear to flow 
For family ſorrows, and domeſtic woe. 

This Lillo did; with Nature for his guide, 
He threw th imperial pomp of grief aſide, 
In humbler life, where Pity walked her round, 
The genuine ſorrows of his ſcene he found; 
The native picture, at firſt fight, was known, 
And every boſom felt it as its own, _ 

New to this ſtage, the Author of to-night, 
From Lillo's perch has iry'd a little flight ; 
F, where from Lillo's track be dares to ſtray, 
You find him wander not from Nature's way. 
Tf colouring, warm as Lillo's, he command 
And trace the paſſions with as juſt a hand, | 
He knows an Engliſh audience will diſdain 
To aſk the ſtagè s pomp, the ſplendid train; 
An Engliſh audience, true to Nature's call, 
Whom worth and freedom teach to feel for all, 
Tf the plain ſcene the ſtamp of Najure own, 
Vill bear no critic - but the heart alone; 
F the plain ſcene their honeſt feelings move, 
Tield to the generous impulſe, and approve. 


| Perſons of the Drama. 
Orp WIL Mor, r Ap Mr. Henderſon: 
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Ac T E. SeENR I 
SCENE, Wilmet's Houſes | \ 


w ILMO T, alone, 


HE day is far advanced ; the cheerful ſun 
- Purſues with vigour his repeated courſe; | 
No labour leſſening, and no time decaying 
His ſtrength or ſplendour : evermore the lame, 
From age to age his influence ſuſtains 
Dependent worlds, beſtows both life and motion 
On the dull maſs that forms their duſky orbs, 
Cheers them with heut, and gilds them wich _ 
brightneſs : 
But man, of jarring eleryents compos d, 
Who 3 „ from change to change, from the firſt 
* 
5 of his frail being to his! diffolution, 951 
_ Enjoys the proud, but ſad prerogative, - 
To think, and to be wretched ! What is life 
To him that s born to die! or what that wm 
Whoſe ſummit is to know that we know nothing 
Mere contradiction all! a tragic farc, 
Tedious tho? ſhort, and without art elaborate ; | 


| es; + ſad—— £729 [Enter Randall. 
Where ha'ſt been, Randall? 


B RANDALL. 


. 


2 THE SHIPWRECK. 
RANDALL 


Not out of Penryn, Sir; but to the ſtrand, 
To hear what news from Falmouth, ſince che ſtorm 
That * laſt night. 


WIL MOT. 
It was a dreadful Bac" 


RANDALL. 
Some found it ſo.—A noble ſhip from Portugal, 


Entering the harbour, ran upon a rock, 
And _ was loſt! 


ILM OT. 
What came of thoſe on board hee? ? 


RANDALL 


Some few are ſav? 'd; but much che n part, 
'Tis Though, pep e end 


5 IE WILMOT. 
nem bas | They are e ker 


Of da tempeſta, or a wreck on ſhore; 


Thoſe who eſcap'd are ſtill r to One — 
Where is YOu roſs? 


f 


RANDALL. 

'Twas but now ſhe paſ'd me, 
Leading your little grandſon in her hand 5 
Towgres the Minſter, | 


— 
4 


£ * 
— 


ILM O r. 
EgSgGgSZSone to viſit 6 


En 1 


My boy and he have but one friend to viſit! 


In the foft boſom of that gentle maid 


There dwells more goodneſs than the rigid race 
9 moral e c'er beliey'd or taught, 


With 
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A TRAGEDY. 3 


With what amazing conſtancy and truth 

Doth ſhe ſuſtain the abſence of our ſon, 

Whom, more than life, ſhe loves! How ſhun for 
| him, 

Whom ſhe ſhall ne'er ſee more, the rich and great, 
Who own her charms more than ſupply the want 
Of ſhining heaps, and ſigh to make her happy. 
Since our misfortunes we have found no friend; 
None who regarded our diſtreſs, but her, 


RANDALL. 


Oft do I bleſs her for her kindneſs to you. 

But ſhe was ever kind and good : when firſt 
You took me home, I well remember her 
The lov'd companion of your daughter Harriet, 
Who, dying, left her child, your little Charles, 
Then 'reft of both his parents, to her care; 
And ever ſince, the boy has call'd her Mother. 


WILMOT. 


And ſhe has been a mother to him, Randall, 

A child to us,—alas ! our only child! 

He who ſhou'd'now have propp'd my failing age; 
He whom our firſt diſaſters baniſh'd hence, 

To ſeek in other lands a kinder fortune 

My ſon, my Edward, on ſome foreign ſhore 
The waves have buried far from me !—Methinks 
It had been ſomething to have clos'd his eyes, | 
To have had ſome little ſpot of earth to viſit, 
Some well-remember'd ſod that wrapt his grave, 
Where, as on Harriet's and her huſband's oft 

I formerly have done, T might have wept 

Out my full heart, and thought upon his virtues! 
But I am paſt ſuch ſorrows ; ſighs and tears 

Are but th' indulgence of luxurious grief: 

But I muſt grapple with a ſterner train 

Of miſeries - with poverty and ſhame !— 

To live a burthen to one only friend, 
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4 THE SHIPWRECK. 


And blaſt her youth with our contagious love! 
Who that had Mm ſenſe, or ſoul, wou'd bear it 
A moment longer ?—— Then this honeſt wretch } 
I muſt diſmiſs him ; why ſhou'd I detain 
A grateful, generous youth to periſh with me; 
His ſervice may procure him bread elſewhere, 
Though I have none to give him. — Pri thee, 
Randall, 
How long haſt thou been with me? 


RANDALL 

Fifteen: years, 
] was a very boy when firſt you took me 
To wait upon your ſon, my dear young maſter ! 
I often wiſh I'd gone to India with him; 
Perhaps, amidſt the ſtorm in which he periſh'd, 
My help had reſcued both Oh! it my life 
Could have ſav'd his, I had beſtow'd it freely. _— 
I am to blame—this talk revives your ſorrow : 
I meant but to confeſs your early bounty, 
That took me up a wandering beggar-boy,. 
That train'd my youth with charitable care 


-WILMOT. 


No more of that thou'ſt ſerv'd me longer fince 
Without reward; ſo that account is balanc'd, 

Or rather I'm thy debtor, I remember, 
When poverty began to ſhow her face 

Within theſe walls, and all my other ſervants, | 
Like pamper'd vermin from a falling houle, . 
Retreated with the plunder they had gain'd, 

And left me, too indulgent and remiſs 

For ſuch ungrateful wretches, to be cruſh'd 
Beneath the ruin they had help'd to make;. 

Thar you, more good than wiſe, refus'd roleayen me. 


| RANDALL. 
Nay, I beſeech you, Sir x avil co 1 
—__ » WILMOF, 


A TRAGEDY... I 


WILMOT. 

With my diſtreſs, - 
In perfect contradiction to the world, 8 
Thy love, reſpect, and diligence increas'd 
Now, all the recompence within my power 
Is to diſcharge thee, Randall, from my hard, 
Unproficable ſervice. 


RANDALL. 
Heav'n forbid! 
Shall I forſake you in your worlſt neceſlity ? 
Believe me, Sir, my honeſt ſoul abhors 
The barbarous thought. 


W. ILMOT. 

What! can'ſt thou feed on air ? 
I ws ſcarce left wherewith to purchaſe food 
For one meal more ! 


RANDALL. 

Rather than leave you thus, 
Tm bo my bread, and live on others* bounty, 
wes I ſerve vou. 


WILMOT. 
Down, down, my ſwelling heart! 
Or burſt in ſilence : 'tis thy cruel fate 
Inſults thee by his kindneſs—he is innocent 
Of all the pain it gives thee. —— Go thy ways; 
I will no more ſuppreſs thy on hopes 
Of —_ in the world, 


RAN D AL L. 
is true, I'm young, 
And never try'd my fortune, or my genius, 
Which may perhaps find out ſome happy means, 
As yet unthought of, ro ſupply our wants. 


WILMOT. 


6 TRE SHIPWRECK, 


WILMOT. 


Thou tortur'ſt me I hate all obligations 
Which I can ne'er return And who art thou 
That ſhou'd ſtoop to take them from thy hand? 
Care for thyſelf, but take no thought for me; 
J ſhall not want thee trouble me no more. — 
— Yet, as thou art a ſtranger to the world, 
Of which, alas! I've had too much experience, 
I ſhould, methinks, before we part, beſtow 
A little counſel on thee—Dry thy eyes 
If thou weep'ſt thus, I ſhall proceed no farther. — 
Doſt thou aſpire to greatneſs or to wealth, 
Quit books, and the unprofitable ſearch. 
Of wiſdom there, and ſtudy human kind; 
No ſcience will avail thee without that, | 
But that obtain'd, thou need'ſt not any other, 
This will inſtru& thee to conceal thy views, 
And wear the face of probity and honour, 
Till thou haſt gain'd thy end; which muſt be ever 
Thy own advantage, at that man's expence 


Who ſhall be weak enough to think thee honeſt, | 


RANDALL. 
You mock me, ſure, _ 


f 4s 


WIL M Or. | 
—1 never was More ſetious. | 


RANDALL. = 
Why ſhould you counſel what you ſcorn'd ta 
practiſe, | 1 


i | WILMOT, 
Becauſe that fooliſh ſcorn has been my ruin. 
I've been an idiot, but wou'd have thee wiler, 
And treat mankind as they wou'd treat thee, 
22 aa 
1 As 


A T RA G E D T. 7 


As they deſerve, aud I've been treated by them. 
Thou'ſt ſeen by me, and thoſe who now deſpiſe me, 
How men of fortune fall, and beggars riſe; 

Shun my example, treaſure up my precepts 
The world's before thee— Be a knave, and e 
W hat, art thou dumb? 


RANDALL. 


Amazement ties my tongue. 
Where are your former Principles ? 


W IL Mor. 

A No Matter: 
Suppoſe I have renounc'd them : I have paſſions, 
And love thee ſtill; therefore wou'd have thee ; 

_ 

The world is all a ſcene of deep deceit. + 
And he who deals with mankind on the ſquare, 
Is his own bubble, and undoes himſelf. 
But get thee hence, thy honeſty's a de 
I hate to os n of.—Away! 


RANDALL. 


Be not offended, Sir, and I will go: 
But ſee, your grandſon ; ; let him ſpeak for me. 
[ Enter ce, 


He's now the laſt remaining hope of all; 
Bid me not leave him. 


CHARLES. 


—Didf thou talk of leaving us? 
Dear grandfather, you wou'd not Petr with 
Randall? 


WILMOT. 


Many muſt part, my child, that think not on't, 
Never to meet again.— But get thee hence. 

| [To Randall. 
And 
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Let it come in to hop about the room, 


8 THE SHIPWRECK. 


And wait without; we'll talk of that hereafter. 


[ Exit Randall. 


| My boy, you muſt not look for fervice now, 


But learn to ſerve yourſelf ; nay, and perhaps, 
To drugdge in other's ſervice, to ſupport 
Your life and ours; did'ſt-thou e'er think of that? 


I cannot tell; I never ſerv'd but you 
My Grandmorker, and my ſweet mother Charlotte; 


And then it was the pleafant'ſt thing to ſerve.— 


When you were ſick, the drink I warm'd for you 
Did me more good than if myſelf had drank it; 
And you too ſaid, that from your Charles's hand 
You theught it taſted ſweeter; tho” at that time, 
When we had coſtlier fare, and other ſervants, 
You had enow ro run your errands for Je 


l 
= 


WIL MOT. 


At ** time, wy thou 1—ay, it is the curſe 


To have known better days of eafe and plenty * 

The downy pillow of my youth is turn'd 

To thorns for theſe grey bairs.— But thou, my 
boy, D106 

Shalt he bred karder—het HH Wal Abd kad 


The winter's pinching blaſt, the kovel's ſhelter, 


The coarſe and fcanty fare that wretches feed on, 
While ber makes it daint y 


CHARLES.” by” 
Lea mt 451 70 Good, my grandfather 
FI 00 Kir out; tis bitter bitter cold, 5 
And the hail pelts it ſorely.— Twas but this 

morning, 
My mother Charlotte ſitting by my ſide, 
A. Red - breaſt lighted on the parlour window; 
The ſtorm beat hard, fo I took pity on't, 


And 


A TRAGEDY. 9g 


And crumb'd my bread to feed ir; and my mother 
Said, *twas well done; and called me, pretty boy. 
And when ſhe told me, God did feed the birds, 
Then ſure, methinks, ſaid I, that God will feed 
My grandfather and me ; for yeſterday 
My grandfather dined poorly. Then ſhe kiſs'd, 
And claſp'd me in her arms, and wept ſo fadly, 
It would have made your heart ake.— 


| _ WILMOT. 
| — Talk not on't 
Alas! my child, this heart has aked ſo 1 
I cannot weep. 


CHARLES. 
indeed !—bur ſhe can weep. 
And more, ſhe rook from out her boſom this, 
| [ Shewing a miniature picture. 

Told me 'twas gold, and bade me give it Randall; 
That Randall knew where he could purchaſe with't 

A better dinner than our yeſterday's. — 
Then ſuddenly ſhe took it back again, 
 Look'd at it deadly hard, and ſigh'd fo pitegus, 
And wept a deal—Oh ! had you | ſcen her grand- 

. 

And yet ſne gave it me.— 


WILMO T 
| —Let me look on it. 
The picture of my ſon! my poor loſt fon != _ 
Then ſhe has giv'n her all, and this the laſt - 
Why what a pang muſt that be!—Excellent girl! 
This picture is drawn ſmiling ! — My poor Edward! 
Thou art no more! but this ſmall wreck is ſav'd; 


And mall I tear it from her ?!] will ſtarve firſt, 
Eier Agnes. 


c ; AGNES, 


10 THE SHIPWRECK. 


| AN ES. 
Talk & thou of ſtarving, Wilmot ?—here then 


am I, | q 
And we will ſtarve together,— | 1 


CHARLES. | . 


— No, my Graadame, : 
You . not ſay ſo; I'll do any thing 
For 6 and you, etre you ſhall ſtarve. | 


AGNES. 


That's a good boy.— But get thee out to Randall, 
And leave us for a while, 
| [ Exit Charles. 
AA would not taint 
The bloſſoms of his young and tender mind 
With the foul blaſting CY that ſwell my 
| heart. 


WILMOT: 
Calmly, my Agnes; whence this new diſtreſs ? 
We were, methought, fo deep in wretchedneſs, 
That O Tel grief could find us, — 


AGNES. 
h! my — 

I never leave this kouſe, tho” it be now 
The drear abode of poverty and ruin, 

But I am curs'd beyond them. Why is it thus ? (| 

Why ſhould our minds not fink, as well as fortunes; 

Why feel the ſtings of ſhame, the ſenſe of wrongs, 

To. goad and plague us ?—At each ſtep I make, 

meet ſome 45 contemptuous purſe-ſwoll'n 

wWretch 
Tllat triumphs in our miſery.— 


„ 7 Ws. ; 
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WILMOT, 


A TRAGEDY. 11 


WILMOT. 
Is it thus? 
1 chought the world had quite forgot us now, 
That enmity was dead as well as friendſhip, «< 
And left us s here, to periſh at our leiſure, 


— AGNES. 1 
Friendſhip is dead, and they're too proud to hate 


us; 
But cold contemptuous: pity ſtill remains 
Pity, the alms they force us to receive 
Who think themſelves good - natur d, and won 0 
blame us. 
And then, to hear the lectures of the pendens 
Who draw compariſons of what we are - 
With what we might have been; and ſet us vp.” | 
For beacons to extravagance and waſte; 
Who ſermonize upon the fall of pride, 
And wonder what entitled us. to live F4 
So much beyond our equals. Oh! for a canker 
To gnaw their lips, thaſe lips which I have heard: 
E Bartering their flattery for our table's dainties, 
And prodigal of praiſe while they devour” d us. 


WIiEMOT. 
This i is the way of all; the battening worms 
That feed upon the orchard till "Tu blight it, 
Get wings, and then away; — 


| AGNEs. 

5 The worms. indeed! Fel 
It was but now I met that villain Sewell, 

Him whom your former bounty raiſed from no- 


thing, 
; And gave him power to league himſelf with knaves 


To haſten your undoing.— 


cz 7 frier 


— 8 To * "IM 
r - — — — — — 55 — — — 
— 25% — r ' 

— varoontocudtuewerneniteny ogra. 4 t þ 4 — 4A Na 
2 1 * 
* 

* 
L 


2 


i 
# 
Y 
„ 


5 
=, 
TRY; 
03. 
7 1 
1 
8 7 
4 
4 


— Ret, 


= THE SHIPWRECK. 


WILMOT:. 
„ What! the auomen. 
My fome time e bon ſteward ? 2— 8 


* 
« 


AGNES. | | 
— Yes.—The wretch 


'Talk'd with loud infolence about ſome debts 


He ſaid you ow'd him; thoſe old parchment 
dlaims 

They muſter'd up againſt you; 1 loſt temper, 

Told him the law ſhould reach his practices, 

And thoſe of his m1s-ſworn aſſociates; 55 

On which he bug en and mutter d vengeance. 
e eee 1 

T hs law ! ay, ther a curſe I had forgotten. 

There's not a plague that wealth can lay o on wretchs 

edneſs' 


More grievous than it's legal tyranny. 


his Sewell and the reſt, becauſe their ſuit 
eſerves the pillory, wil puſh it now . | 


In triumph oer us; for the poor man's cauſe 


Is ruin; gold alone can TO Juſtice, + 


AGENES. 


| Where mel we turn us, Wilmot ?— 


o 


WILMOT. 


— Nay, I know not, 
Yet there's one remedy for all our evils : 
And often has my fick and drooping ſoul 
Been tempted to thar cordial of the wretched : 
That comfort which alone ſurvives the loſs 


25 of fortune, friends, and hope — the pow 'rof one. 


AGNES. 


Diltra me not wk that—you . fhriok 
From 


A TRAGEDY. nj 


From that dire purpoſe—] will firmly ſuffer 
Whatever elſe you bid me ſhare with you. 
Some hope ſtill glimmers faintly on my mind, 
I know not why, and I wou'd cheriſh life. 
While the leaſt gleam is left it, — 


__ WILMOT, 

„. El have none. 
But be it as thou wilt; methinks at preſent 
I feel a ſort of ſullen deſperation 
Reckleſs of what may happen. Come this way; 
F have bethought me of ſome learned lumber _ 
That may be ſpared, -Qur wants require their 
| value, | | 2 

And not their precepts.— To diſtreſs like ours, 


The poets ſing, and ſages ſpeak, in vain. 
= on Tan [ Exeunt, 


END OF THE FIRST ACT» 
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ITY Q 1 u. 
SCENE, Charlote s He, © 


"CHARLO TTE and MARIA. 


CHARLOT TE. 
Whins terror and amazement muſt dey feel, 
Who die by ſhipwreck! | | g 
2100 585%! + hs L RIA, | 
; Eos 5 | Tis a a dreadful 18 l 
; 8 0 CHARLOTTE. 


Ay, is it not Maria? To deſcend, 
Living and conſcious, to the wat'ry tomb! 
Alas! had we no ſarraws_ of our Own, , 


2 Ne 5 


The frequent inſtances of others 22 


Muſt give a generous mind a world of pain, 


Rat you forget You promis'd me to ſing: 


Tho? cheertuincis and I have long been ſtrangers, 


Harmonious ſounds are ſtiſi delightful to me; 


There is in melody a ſecret charm 
That flatters, while it adds to my diſquiet, 
And makes the deepeſt ſadneſs the moſt pleaſing, 


'Sing me the ſong of that unhappy maid, 
Whoſe faithful lover ſcap'd a thouſand perils 


From rocks, and ſands, and the devouring deeps ; 
And after all, being arriv'd at home, N 


Paſſing a narrow brook, was drowned there, 
* in her ſight > 


| [Charlotte finds a letter. 
What's this—a letter! 
None 


1 
* 
1 


A TRAGEDY!  wuh 
None could convey it here but you, Maria,” 
Ungenerous, cruel maid! to uſe me thus! 


To join with flattering men to break my peace, . 
And perſecute me to the laſt retreat! | 


N MARIA. 595 
Why ſhould it break your peace to hear the ſighs 


Of honourable love, and know th' effects 
Of your reſiſtleſs charms ?——This letter is 


CHARLOTTE. | 

No matter whence return ãt back unopen d: 

Il have no love, no charms but for my Wilmot; 
Nor wou'd have any. | 


MARIA. | 
Strange infatuation ! 


Why ſhould you waſte the flower of your days 
In fruitleſs expectation - Wilmot's dead; 


Or, living, dead to you. | 


CHARLOTTE. | 
| I'll not deſpair 

Patience ſhall cheriſh hope, nor wrong his honour 
By an unjuſt ſuſpicion. I know his truth, 
And will preſerve my own. But, to prevent 
All future, vain, officious importunity, 
Know, thou inceffant foe of my repoſe, - 
Whether he ſleeps, ſecure from mortal cares, 
In the deep boſom of the boiſt'rous main, | 
Or, toſt with tempeſts, ſtill endures it's rage 
Whether his weary pilgrimage by land 
| Has found an end, and he now reſts in peace 
In earth's cold womb, or wanders o'er her face; 

Be it my lot to. waſte in pining grief | 
The remnant of my days for his khown lols, __ 
Or live, as now, uncertain and in doubt: 


No 


No ſecond choice ſhall violate my vows ; 

High Heaven, which heard them, and abhors the 
perjur'd, 

Can witneſs they were made without reſerve, 

Never to be retracted or diſſolved, | 

By accidents or abſence, time or death 


MARIA. 


I know, and long have known, my PP" zeal 
To ſerve you gives offence—but be offended— 
This is no time for flattery—did your vows 
Oblige you to ſupport his gloomy, proud, 
Impatient parents, to your utter ruin ?— 

You well may weep to think of what you've done, 


CHARLOTTE. 


I weep to think that I can do no more 
For their ſupport—What will become of em ; 


The hoary, helpleſs, miſerable Fl 


-— MARIA. 
Then all theſe tears—this ſorrow—1s for them. 


CHARLOTTE. 


Taught by afflictions, I have learn'd to hea? 
Much greater ills than poverty, with patience, 
When luxury and oſtentation's baniſh'd, _ 
The calls of nature are but few; and thoſe 
Theſe hands, not us d to labour, may ſupply. 
Bur when I think on what my friends muſt ſuffer, 
My * fail, and I'm o 'erwhelm'd with grief ft 


MARIA. 


Your friends !——Is Agnes Wilmot then | oor 
friend? 
Gentle and virtuous as your ſpirit i is, 


Can it hold union with a mind like her's, 
2 — 


1 


A. TT RAG:'E DF. 17 


1 proud, fierce, and ungovernable! 
Whoſe paſſions her pro; perity indulged, . 

And evil-fortune, that beſt monitor, 

Hath only curb'd—not erg. 


r 


* confeſs; T 
In that proſperity I ſaw her faults, 
With mix'd regret and cenſure; but calamity 
Throws its dark veil o'er all her failings now, 
And ! prompts denen only. "8 e 


MARIA. 


Here ſhe comes 15 


Her fided areſs n Ango 21 

As ill conceals her poverty, as that 
Strain'd complaiſance her haughty ſwelling heart. 

Tho“! Periſhing with want, ſo far from aſking, 

he ne'er receives a favour uncompell'd, 
And, while ſhe ruins, fcorns: 'to be obliged. 

[ Enter Agnes; 

She wants me gone, and I abhor her ſight. .., 


Lat Maria, FE 


ani it oh la 


This viſit's kind, 1 tf 1 1 | 10 A 


AG N E 8. 
Few elſe wou'd think it ſo, 
Thoſe wid e kinds thought themſelves 
much honour'd 
By the leaſt favour, tho? twere but a look 


I could haye ſhewn them, now refuſe to 4e me. 


Tis miſery enough to be reduced 
To the low level of the common herd, 


Who, born to beggary, envy all above 1 1 
D 


et 
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But *tis the curſe of curſes to endure 


The inſolent contempr of thoſe we Turns: 


CHARLOTTE. 


By ſcorning, we provoke them to contempt, 
And thus offend and ſuffer in our turns; 
We muſt have CITE. 


AGNES. 


No—l1 fcorn them yet. 
But 43 s no end of ſuffering: who can ſay 


Their ſorrows are complete '—My wretched huſ- 


band, 


Tir'd with our woes, and hopeleſs of relief, 


Grows ſick of 7 ps 


CHARLOTTE. 
"May gracious Heav'n A him 


AGNES. 


And, urg'd by indignation and an, 
Would plunge into eternity at once, 

By foul ſelf- murder: his fix*d love for me, 
Whom he would fain perſuade to ſhare his fate, 
And take the ſame uncertain, dreadful courſe, | 
Alone withholds his hand, © SE 


CHARLOTTE. 
And may it ever! 


AGNES. 


I've known with him the two extremes of life, 


The higheſt happineſs and deepeſt woe, 
With all the ſharp and bitter aggravations 


Of ſuch a vaſt tranſition—ſuch a fall 
In the decline of life ! — have a quick, 


24 


So SD oe Br opts rad ano 


A TRAGEDY. Ig 


As exquiſite a ſenſe of pain as ke, » 
And wou'd do any thing—but die to end it; 
But there my courage fails Death is the worſt 


That * can bring, and cuts off every hope. 
CHARLOTTE. 


We muſt not chuſe, but ſtrive to bear our lot 
Without reproach or guilt : but by one act 


Of deſperation, we may overthrow 


The merit we've been raiſing all our days, 


And loſe our whole reward, 


AGNES. 
Thy ſpirit, Charlotte, 


Has that bleſs'd art of piety and mildneſs 


That takes the bitterneſs from ſorrow's cup, 

And makes'a cordial of it. But to me, 

Whether my ſoul, by nature harſh and proud, 

Could never bend its ſtubboruneſs to chaſtiſe- 
ment; 

Or that the ills of my diſaſt*rous ſtate 

Are paſt the limits of all human patience; - 

To me th” endurance of this wretched life 

Is not for refignation—but revenge! 

Amidſt the darkneſs of ſurrounding miſery, 

Some baleful light breaks in, that bids me hope 

Occaſion ſtil] to > ſpite our enemies. 


CHARLOTTE. 
Alas! dear Madam, this will only rankle 
The wounds your grief has made: I pray you 
cheriſh 


Far Satie thoughts. | 


AGNES. 
No -I have done wich them, 


Let geatlencl go baſk with wealth and plenty. 


D 2 . Firſt 


AG 


7]: T HE SHIPWRECK. 


Firſt bid the famiſh'd tygreſs blunt her fangs, 
Then talk of gentleneſs to wretched Agnes. 

I who have ſeen my door beſet with friends, 

My chambers crowded with the rich and gay, 

Who hid their gorgeous furniture ; my table 

Fill'd by obſequious gueſts, and crown'd with 

FOO uy} 

Now ſee our dwelling waſte and defolare; 

Its drear apartments beggar'd of their trappings, 

Save where ſome tatter'd ſhred of tap'ſtry neſtles 

The crawling bat, and round one ragged board, 

Now only left us, cold and hunger fit 

Loathing the ſcraps that indigence muſt feed on: 

And, worſe than thoſe, who daily bear the ſcorn 

Of inſolent proſperity, the cenſure 

Of grave, pretending wiſdom, taunts of hatred, 

And wrongs of little vulgar villany 

Is 1 it for me to bear my fate with mildneſs ? 


| 


CHARLOTTE, 


Hide yet for brighter days—forget the paſt— 
And look to Providence for future comfort. 


a „„ 


I will not look for comfort; yet P11 live, 
Wer't but to bait and curſe them !- 


Forgive me, Charlotte; thou haſt been too kind; 


Fierce and relentleſs as my mind has grown, 

As miſery has made it, yet it bends 

Before your goodneſs, I cah bear from you 

A mortifying load of obligations, 

Nor feel it hateful that I can't requite them. 

But try us not too far 

Are grown lo ſavage as to ſpoil your boſom + 

Of this ren. ring of our dear loſt Edward! 
wing her the picture. 


T'veſcen you ſteal ſuch glances at that picture | 


Ah my poor boy! whene' er 1 think on — 
4 


| he... 


Think'ſ thou our wants 
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The meltings of a mother ſtill return, 
And make a very weeping woman of me! 


. * 


CHARLOTTE. 


Would I cou'd give you comfort for your ſon! 

And, if I cannot, I will weep him with you: ©” 

And yet, for ſomerimes my fond heart will lean 

Upon a ſlender hope, I have imagined 

That gracious Providence may ſtill have ſav'd him 

By ſome unlook'd-for means. Laſt night 1 
dream'd 

I ſaw him ſitting on a ſca-beat rock, 

Gazing, as I do now, with wiſtful look, TP oe 

Upon his Charlotte's gift a miniature 3 

The counterpart of this, which, when we parted, 

I faſten'd n his neck, and bade him ſome- 
times, 


When we were « far aſunder; look on it, 
_ think of Charlotte, 


15 8 A GN E 8. 

e Ahl. my beſt-loved girl 1 
You are but young in n ſorrow, and to you 
Imagination traces forms of hope 
To cheer the gloomy hours; but I have ſeen 
Each waning light of comfort cloſe around me; 
And now, bereft of fortune, children, friends 
Deſpair is mine, and my poor Wilmot's portion ! 

Enter Randall. 

Randall ! — that look n has befall'n thy 

mater? þ 


| RANDALL + 
Be not alarm'd; I left my maſter well. 


If my look ſpeaks my mind, it will ſhew anger 


As well as grief; that moſt vagraceful'y villain— 
7 en 


' AG NE 8. 
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AGNES. 
Ha! 


. RANDALL. 
I met him on my way; 
He aſke'd me, tauntingly, ce What cheer at home, 
« (If I ſtill lived with that proud beggar Wil- 
« mot)?” 
Then, pointing to a paper in his hand, 
He bid me tell my miſtreſs, Ia return 
ce For her this morning's courteſy and mildneſs, 
He would procure a billet for her huſband, 
« To ſhift his lodgings into ſafer quarters, 4 
ce Than the old tottering caſtle he now lives in.“ 
Had I not fear'd his anger for your ſakes, 
I ſhould have made my cudgel anſwer him; 
But I reſtrain'd myſelf, and haſten d hither 
7 o warn you of his threats. 


AGNEs. 
Think not of me! 


Come to my huſband—Charlotte, pity us. 
3 Agnes and Randall. 


2 75 CHARLOTTE. 
So long related to calamity, 
Alas! I pity yours, and feel my own. 
Enter Maria. 
How now, Maria whence that ſtep of haſte ? 


MARIA. 


I have fo ſeldom aught but ill to tell you, 

That better tidings well may haſten me. 

As now I walk'd the road that leads to Falmeuth, 
I met ſome ſailors from that luckleſs ſhip — 


Which laſt night's tempeſt wreck d. Behind che 


reſt 
Came 


Came two of better mien, and habited 

Not in this country's faſnion. One of choſe, | 
After a look of earneſtneſs at me,” 

Aſk'd if my name was not Maria Sumners ; 

And being told it was, but that my memory 
Served not to gueſs at his, he pauſed a moment, 
Said I might well forget him, for twas long 
Since he left Penryn ; but that he had ſeen me 
Among the Wilmots. | 


CHARLOTTE. 

Did he ſay che Wilmows:" 
That name has ſuch a tie upon my heart | 
Would I had met him! f | 


M A RIA. 
Na Upon that e | 
We ſeem'd to meet like perſons long x3 
His name, he ſaid, was Roberts, a poor lad, 
Who left a trade at Perrys which he liked not, 
And went to ſea, where it ſo chanced, at laſt, 
He met his townſman, old Squire Wilmot's ſon, 
And failed the veſſel with him. 


c H A R LO T 7 E. 
Wich my Wilmor!- 
Sailed he * him: * 


MARIA. 


8 On that diſaſtrous voyage, 
Where on a hidden rock, upon the coat 
Of diſtant Afric | 


' CHARLOTTE. 


| Then he ſax him periſh 1. 
Had I but per d there! 


MARIA. 


4 moe EFT VANS 


"# 


D591 MARIA. bo 8 


aD ag The: N ak; 10 7 


Saved a few choſen lives, and one was Wilnor 8. 


t 


CHARLOTTE: 1 


Merciful Providence I would have bel ay you: "aj 


But he died eee | 

MARIA. AT). nor 
ae did not die. 

The ſavage natives, who, like beaſts of prey, 

Prowl on the deſart beach, and ſeize whate' er 

The ſtorm has ſpar'd, dragg d bim e his com- 

panions, | 

The weakeſt to a miſerable 3 

The reſt to ſlavery. He and Roberts fell 

To different maſters; but the laſt 7 8 

And ſo rr might * mot. 15 . 1 | 


ben b. CHARLOTTE. on 
| | Then thy tidings. 

n but te to a bels a poor perb ass: 

And yet tis ſomething on which Hope may build, 

And every pulſe beats at it 1— 

But where is this companion of his hardſhips ? 


Low ſhould have brought 4 to me. 


1 


He's at hand; 
His friend and he Rides 4 at the Unicors.. 


MARIA. 


I knew you'd with to ſee bie 5190 1 % 


— 
1 + _ 4 - 


lA % % 1 % #® 


CHARLOTTE. 


" MMMWiſh to ſee him! 


Could: ſt thou but feel, Maria, what it is 
To think, to talk to weep for him we love! 
The reſt of life is but a liſtleſs void 


V8: 3s W. "YEE 
$ +4. +4 $75 


I am 


A TRAGEDY." T 25 


I am content to ſuffer and forget; 

The thoughts. of him breathe a new ſoul within 
me: 

Ev'n ' midſt the ſorrows which his memory gives, 

I ſeem to riſe above the vulgar world : 

To think its honours mean, its pleaſures painful, 


And but _—_ the tears char fall for. Wilmot! 
[ Exeunt. 


END OF THE SECOND: ACT. 
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neee, ß JOUC 
SCENE continued. 


CHARLOTTE, alone. 


OW flow Maria is !—I ſhould have gone, 
And not have truſted my impatient meſſage 
To any other's wording—bur I fear'd 
My poor, weak, fluttering heart, and would not 
venture 
This meeting but at home. What can I hear, 
But what Maria told me? - Let to aſk, 
And aſk again, and liſten to my hopes, 
If hopes there can be !—And methinks, ev'n now, 
My mind, that long .has. droop'd beneath its 
lords 
Feels an unuſual light and buoyant ſpirit, 
That lifts it up to comfort. 
ofa nter Maria, introducing a ſtranger in an Eaſtern 


areſs.) | 
— Now Maria! 


MARIA, 
This is the ſtranger whom 1 mention d to you. 


CHARLOTTE. 


He is moſt welcome.—I have ventur'd, Sir, 
To aſk this interview Maria, leave us; 
[Exit Maria. 


—You will forgive uy wiſh, — had a friend— 
Our 


T BY. 


A TRAGEDY. #7 


Our families long were friends—it ſeems you 


ay * 


knew him, 


A partner in your hardſhips —Edward 2 


ROBERTS. 
| (In a voice of agitation.) 


I knew him well—your friend - yes Edward 


Wilmot.— 
His heart was a right honeſt one. Misfortunes 


Will reach the honeſteſt - he was unfortunate. 


CHARLOTTE. 
He was, Sir!—is he not? — 


ROBERTS. 
— We failors, deeds, 
Are us'd to changes ; ſtorms and calms divide 


Our varied life.— Perhaps he lives to taſte 
A better fate than that in which I left him. 


CHARLOTTE. 


Alas! what fate? Maria told me part 


Shipwreck'd, and then a captive |— 
| 
ROBERTS. 
| Yes, a ſlaves 


Doom'd, at the bidding of his ſavage Lord, 


To toil and ſweat beneath the burning ſun, 


CHARLOTTE. 


Alas! he cou'd not bear it; he who was us'd, 


From infancy, to a fond mother's care, 


To caſe, to o Juxurp=he could not bear it. 


4 


Zh ' ROBERTS. 


While I lived daintily ?— 


3 THESHIPWREGE. 
25 ROBERTS. 


Men will bear much when fortune calls them toꝰt. 


I have been long a pupil of hard fortune, 
And ſeen neceſſity make more philoſophers 


Than ever books could. But your friend, young 


Wilmot, 
Had, long before I met * ſhaken off 


The ſoftneſs of his youth.— The midnight watch, f 


On the cold deck, amidſt the wintery ſtorm; 


The ſhort and broken ſleep in a drench'd ham- 


mock ; 
The mouldy biſcuit, and the green-furr'd water, 
Dealt out by ſcanty portions ; theſe are hard- 
ips | 


That toughen manhood.— 4 


CHARLOTTE. 


ROBERTS. | 
— Theſe were but trifles 


To PER he ſuffer'd Had you ſeen him bend 


Under the burdens of his tawny maſter, 
While the ſun darted fierce upon his head, 


And ſcorch'd the ſand beneath him; while the 


wounds, 
That wanton cruelty at times inflicted, 
The fiery poiſon of a thouſand infects 
Inflam'd to madneſs !1— 


CHARLOTTE. 
Spare me, Sir, for pity !- 


The horrid picture racks imagination, — 


Oh! * Wilmot ! 


19” : ROBERTS: 


Did he ſuffer theſe 


"& TERA GED YiiTt mM 


ROBERTS. 


Let them think of that, 


Whoſe avarice firſt made traffic of their kind, 
And taught thoſe ſultry ſhores that impious trade, 


That deſolates creation 


CHARLOTTE. 


| But my Edward 
Was ne'er ſo cruel; he was the "os beſt !—, 
But tell me, = You ſeem to feel for all- 
Could I but tell you what this boſom ſuffers !— 
Think you that Wilmot lives? Is there a chance 
That he ſurvives the miſeries you deſcribe, 
That he may live to ſee his native land. 
His aged parents—his—— Away, falſe ſhame! 
And let my honeſt love proclaim a title 


More near than all—his moſt unhappy Charlotte? 


I move you, Sir !—alas! your colour changes! 

Perhaps you fear'd the weakneſs of my ſex, 

And flatter'd me with hope. — Speak, I conjure 
you! 

Is Wilmot then no more ? tell me at once, 

That my fond heart may break, and be at reſt ! 


ROBERT S. 


Truſt me, I think he lives I know he lives. 
Before I left the tribe that made us captives, | +> 
I ſaw him change his maſter for a milder; 

He ſcarcely felt his chains; and when the Moor, 


For ſuch he was to whom the ſavage ſold him, 


Arrived, where European trade was known, 
He muſt have gain'd his freedom. — 


CHARLOTTE, 


| 
| % THE SHIPWRECK. 
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CHARLOTTE. 

. | Bleft be the tongue 
That ſpeaks ſuch comfort to me! Life and freedom t 
You don't deceive me can I be fo bleſt? 
Shall I once more behold my deareſt Edward ? 
Shall I indeed. 

ROBERTS. _ 

: ; I truſt you ſhall, and ſpeedily. 

But you would hardly know him - ſo much alter'd 
From what he was: the hardſhips he endur'd, 
His various toils beneath the burning zone, 
Where one eternal ſultry ſummer reigns, 
Have marr'd the native hue of his complexion, 
And chac'd its bloom 


CHARLOTTE, 

Oh! *tis impoſſible, j 
No change can e'er efface his image here. 3 
Methinks I ſee him now !—his large blue eye ” 
That beam'd a gentle ſmile ; his open brow, 

Croſs'd with his parted locks, where manly truth— 
Four pardon— !] forget myſelf to talk ſo 

But here, ſhould mem'ry have been faithleſs to me, 

1 have a dear remembrancer of Wilmot, 

A coarſe, unartful picture, but a like one, 

F © [Looking on the miniature. 
Which, when we parted laſt, he left with me, 
And bid me keep it in exchange for one 


| Drawn for his Charlotte, which he long had worn, $ 
| And vow'd to wear for ever. 30 = 
| "ROBERTS. 4x 


Was it like this? 
[Shewing another miniature. 


CHARLOTTE. 


4 T RAG ED T. 33 


CHARLOTTE. 

Merciful. Heaven !—it cannot —ſpeak—thas | 
picture | 

Art a indeed —— . 90 ber 0 1 


ROPE ATS. 
Have you forgot me, Charlotte? 
lng bis turban, and looking ftedfa y 


at her. — After viewing him ſome moments, 
burſts into tears, and ſinks upon his boſom. + 


YOUNG WILMOT. 


Why do'ſt thou weep ?—why do'ſt thou tremble 
thus? 
Why doth thy panting heart, and eautious ouch! 
Speak thee but half convinc'd hence are thy 
fears ?, 
Why ant chan Ment P—can'ſt thou doubt "7 
Hung e 925 


| CHARLOTTE. 0 
No, Wins 0 —l'm blind with too ; ia 
ioht; 
O'ercome with wonder, and oppreſs'd with joy : 
The ſtruggling paſſions barr'd the doors of 
ſpeech ; 
But, ſpeech enlarged, affords me no relief. * 
This vaſt profuſion of extreme delight 
Riſing at once, and burſting from deſpair, 
Defies the aid of words, and mocks deſcription.— 
But yherefore didſt thou try me ſo ſeverely ?— 
Why that deceit? 5 had I known my 
Edward. 
I muſt have ruſh'd at once into his a arms ee 
Nor on a breath for words | 104 0 


v. WILMOT. 


wo „ © 


_—_ 
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i 4 LMe f. 

: „ nne ii Aerie kbew' me not; 
And — the iden roſe of oy Mk 
Unknown and unexpected. - 

. CHARLOTTE. 
A My head ſwims 


With 3 joy ol Barbee one ſorrow, Edward, 
That checks the ſwelling torrent of ay bliſs, 
I cou d not bear the anſport. n ae 


F. 11 or 

1 Let me know it. 
Eive n me my portion of thy forrow, Charlotte ; 

Let me Parra thy grief, or bear! it for thee.” 5 


v*:1 * | ary 
. "CHARLOTTE. 


las 1. my Wilmat !. theſe ſad tears Te thine ; | 

hey flow for thy misfortunes : I am piere'd 
With all the agonies of ſtrong compaſſion, 
With all the bitter anguiſh you mult feel, 
When you ſhall hear, your parents—= 


v. 0 
Te Are no more! 


"WO 

0 
* 

* 


3 15 
422 1 


CHARLOTTBias 54G) 14 


* 


„Fr WI LMO T. 5 
| i hen one is d 


k CHARLOTTE, U | 
Afflict yourſelf no amore with W ee ars: 
Your parents both are living; the diſtreſs, 
T he Poverty, to which they are reduc'd, : | 
'In 


- ca. {3 F — 9 * 4 


6 TRAGEDY. : 33 
In = of my weak aid, was what 1 mourn d. 
And that, in helpleſs age, to them whoſe youth 
Was crown'd with full proſperity, I fear 


Is worſe, much worle than death. 


V. WILM 0 T. 

0 My FINN complete ! 
My parents NE and poſſeſs d of thee ! 
From this bleft hour, the happieſt ot my life, 
I'll date my reſt. My anxious hopes. ned d fears, 
My weary trayels, and my dangers p 
Are now rewarded all: now I rejoice | 
In my ſucceſs, and count my riches gain 
For know, my ſoul's beſt treaſure! I have wealth 
Enough to glut ev'n avarice itſelf, 
No more ſhall cruel want, or proud contempt, 
Oppreſs the ſinking ſpirits, or inſult 
The ONE heads of thoſe who gave me 2 


CHARLOTTE. t 


"Tis now, Oh Riches! I conceive your worth: 
You are nat baſe, nor can you be ſyperfluous, 
But when miſplaced i in baſe and ſordid hands. 
But fly, my Wilmot / leave thy happy Charlotte; 
Thy filial piety, the ſighs and tears To, 

Of thy lamenting-parents, call Fe hence, 


v. WILMOT. 


I hows a friend, the partner of my voyage, : 
Who, in the ftorm laſt night, was ſhipwreck'd 


with me. 


CHARLOTTE. 
Shipwreck'd laſt —_ Ih! ye immortal 
powers 


F What 


l > wn. 2, 
8 2 * 2 1 A 
— * rr 2 2 * 
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What have you ſuffer'd ?—how were you pre- 
fery'd?. 


: v. WILMOT. 


Let that, and all my other ſtrange eſcapes 
And perilous adventures, be the theme 

Of many a happy winter-night to come. 
My preſent purpoſe was to intreat my angel 


To know this friend, my ever faithful Euftace, 


(Whoſe other name of Roberts, and his ſtory, 

I lately borrow'd to deceive Maria) 

And come with him this ev'ning to my father's. 
* ny him to thee, 


CHARLOTTE. 
I conſent with pleaſyre. 


e e VAWELIOT.. 5; 
Heavens! what amight !—how ſhall I bear my 
1 
My parents yours my friends all will be mine ; 
And mine, like water, air, or the free ſplendid ſun, 
Thy undivided Prey of you all! 
| ag Randall, | 


; be | | RANDALL, 
Madam 1 
| CHARLOTTE. 
16812 . Randall, — 


| RANDALL, 


F orgive ! me this intruſion ; E 
1 thought you were e . 


A 
4 4 97 


CHARLOTTE, 


CHARLOTTE. 


Come hither; n+ 
Know you this gentleman * Si 


EANDALE. 


That gentleman ! 
You'll pardon me, I do not. 


v. WILMOT: 
Do'ft not, Randall 7 


RANDALL. 
Goodneſs protect me l—if I durſt believe i i. 
It cannot yet it is—it is my maſter! _ 


Y. WIL M OT. 


My faithful fellow ! come to my embrace, 
And let r me call thee friend. 


RAN D ALL. 
Are you return "al 
Surely I do not dream—You are return'd. 
Oh, % bleſt day ! this will recover all. 
Your parents will forget their paſt misfortunes, 
And feel none preſent, ſince their Edward lives. 


| Y. WILMOT. 
1 goto comfort them. 


RAND Abt. 
Alas ! they need 


| ther 
My good old nlattes—he has been * long 
| Accuſtom'd to diſtreſſes, that he ſeems * ek 
* 3 | To 


Your comfort RY had you but ſeen your fa- _ 
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To brave them now Land yet he u a tear 
— et, 


v. WILMOT. 
117 cog you! then it went hard indeed! 


7 


RANDALL. 

He oft had bid me leave him, though l aid 
Againſt th bidding ; and Heaven knows I had 

Work 
Or begg'd to do him ſervice !—but, to-day, 
He ſternly order'd me to quit his houſe; 
Said that my ſervices upbraided him, 
And laid a double weight on poverty. 
J could not ſpeak, I could not, for my tears 
Chok'd me to hear him talk ſo— Poverty! 
He who had been ſo kind and bounteous, | 
Whoſe hand ne'er tired of gi gi iving Poverty) 
He, in whoſe days of ſunſhine I have ſeen 
Thoſe rich and proſperous men, who now ſit high 
And think not of his forrows— in his age, 
To want the bread their very ſervants waſte ! 
Forgive me, Sit, 1. cannot chuſe but weep 15 
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V. WII MOT. 
Thoſe tears are honeſt, Randall; check PE not; 
They) ſhame the pride of wealth. — My Charlotte! 

[ Seeing ga _ | 


— £ Dt — — 
El — r — 
x 
55 * 
> * 


CHARLOTTE, 3 8 
| A N Mine 
Are not * tears of. bono Vn 


-” 
** 


W 


-—15 HE good maſter! 
He cid n me * my tears; ; and yet he look'd 
= * if his — heart would have burſt, but ſcorn'd 


ATRAOGE DT. 5 


To let me ſee him weep l —his little Charles, 
Your nephew, whom you left an infant — | 


v. WILMOT:. 
Alas ! I had forgot; but this poor brain 
Has been fo wrought ſince tae t time: ru left | 
him | 
Your charge, my love 1. 


CHARLOTTE. 


He is the ſweeteſt boy, 
The gence and the braveſt What 1 Warn 


He met me acl left my den preſence, Wy 
And turn'd me back again; then, gently laying 
His little hand upon his grandfather's, 
Threw up a ſmile that ſtruggled with his tears, 
And ſaid, “ You would not turn poor Randall off 
© When I was young, and had not learn'd to walk, | 
te He uſed to carry me; and, now I'm big. 
« I'd keep him, ſo I would, till I got rich, 

« And could do good to Randall,” . 


1. WILMOT. 
My brave boy?! 
He Hakka for me, and 'is a debt i owe thee. 


RANDALL. 

My 1 ſtood, turning aſide his face, 
His hand acroſs it, thus he ftretch'd the other 
To _ — ſtood, dap mine, and mutter d 

or 

« Prithee begone, and do not 1 my heart!“ 
I kiſs'd his hahd, wept out a laſt farewell on Lanka 
Then left him, and caine hither. i 


CHARLOTTE. 


* —— 


'CHARLOTTE. x 


No more, good Randall I am walith, Edward 1 
And yet tis — to weep thus! 


v. WILM or. 
ONE Be it mine 
To wine the tears n all. To be poſleſs'd 
Of wealth is nothing; but to uſe it thus 
Is luxury indeed. Io ſee my father 
Stemming the tide of rough adverſity 
With ſuch a noble grief as Randall tells of; 
To hear my mother's ſorrows, for tis likely 
Her ſorrows will be louder; and their boy, 
To mark his innocent and native ſpirit 
So young acquainted with adverſity 
To witneſs this, and have it in one's power 
To bid them all be happy l— Oh! 'tis a joy 
Like that we deem of angels, ſent to miniſter 
* to man But . to witnels 1 it 
| (pauſing) 
Randall, do'ſt en in this my foreign garb, | 
My parents, not ſuſpecting my return, 
That! may viſit them and not be known? 


| RANDALL: 
*Tis hard for me-to judge. You are already 
Grown'ſo familiar to me, that I wonder 
I knew you not at firſt; yet it may be, 
For you re much alter d, and 25 think you Nr 


2 WILM OT. 


Chekende whoſe eyes had often met for Edward's 

With looks as quick as theirs, beheld me long 

w - Without remembering ſhe had ever ſeen me. 

# | My mind at eaſe grows wanton; I would fain | 

" Refine on happineſs a little further, | 
= hc: Indulge 


* 
3+ © ib 4 * 
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Indulge my curioſity, and try 


To ſee my parents, as I 2 my Charlotte, 
Firſt as a — ; 


c H ARLOTTE. 
' Nay, 1 prithee, Edward, 
J like not this diſguiſing; tis to ſtretch 
The line of your good fortune to a fineneſs + 
I fear the breaking of. 


V. WILM 0] J's 
Sweet, tis no harm. 
J have lon hols each pang of evil fortune; 
And may 3 enjoy, when Heaven B i 


* luxury of good? 


RANDALL. 
It may indeed 
Enhance your Joy, to fee from what deſpair, 
Your timely coming, and unhoped ſucceſs, 
Have given you power to raiſe them. 


V. WILMOT. 3 

Will my Charlotte 

Write me a letter, recommending me 

As one ſhe wiſhed to ſerve, a ſtranger, lately 
Shipwreck'd in Cornwall, to my father's notice ? 


CHARLOTTE. 


1 will, if you defire it; yet there's 2 | 
Of falſchood i in this ſcheme that hurts me, Edward, 
Let me forbid * 


1 WILM Or. 


| Do, my love, indulge me, 
Tis but an vr s deceit that leads to rapture. | 


; Meantime, if Randall could contrive the' way 
1 0 


% THE/SHIPWRECK. 
To give my father tis on: out a purſe) 


| ( without — 
His pride of ſoul. —Tis but a very trifle . I 
Which ſome pretence may W 


R A N D AL L. 
Alas! 
J am forbid his een hed his grandſon, 
His Charles, may carry it, as if from you, 
Whoſe friendſhip has fo often lent its help 
'To their negellitic. 


Y. WILM OF. 


| Has ſhe, my Charlotte 7 
Blefs'd be that generous heart - Methinks I fee} 
A ſort of pleaſure i in their wants, becauſe 9 
Reliev'd by you; a debt to thoſe we love 
Is but a title to be theirs more nearly. 
I truſt this little plan to you and Randall, 
While I fetch Zy/face hither, and inform him | 
Of all we purpoſe. Let Maria too 
Know what has paſs'd, And when the night a ar- 
„ 
We'll meet together, at my father's houſe, 
As happy as good fortune, link d to * 


Can make a human groupe. 


CHARLOTTE. 
I truſt we . 
And yet—but Gl not tax your e 
Wich any fears of mine. 


Fe W LL M O T. 
Your heart, my love! 


Gentle and at by mature, kremples ſtill, 
* a dove end- chac d, that Senf 4 its 77 


From 


»- 
* 


/ ſ 
4 
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From dangers paſt, and opens not to joy. 
But * chide thoſe fears, and tell my Char- 
J ; 

All the long winter of our fate is gone, 

The gloomy time of peril, pain, and toil. 

Our future days a brighter ſun ſhall gild, 

Mark with each bleſſing to reward her goodneſs, 

And crown with peace, with-friendſhip, and with 
love. ” 

[ Exeunt. 


END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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ACT. I, 
SCENE, Wilmet's Houſe. 
WILMOT and AGNES. 


WILMO . 


IERE, take this Seneca, this haughty pedant, 
Who, governing the maſter of mankind, 
And, awing power imperial, prates of patience, 


And praiſes poverty, poſſeſs'd of millions; 


— ell him, and buy us bread, The ſcantielt | 
meal 

The vileſt copy of this book e cer purchaſed, 

Will give us more relief in our diſtreſs. | 

Than all his boaſted precepts. I would go 

And ſave you this humiliating office, 


T But that, perhaps, I might not walk in ſafety, 


With Sewell and his fellow-knaves abroad. 
This is a better priſon Nay, no tears ; 
Keep them to move compaſſion vn we beg. 


| AGNEs. N 
My heart may break, bur never ſtoop to that, 


WILMOT. 


Nor would I live to ſee it but diſpatch. 


[ Exit Agnes. 
Where muſt I as this length of miſery, 
That gathers force each moment as it rolls, 
And muſt at laſt o'erwhelm me, but on Hope, 


Vain, flattering, deluſive, * Hope ; 


A ſenſe- 


A* TRAGEDEY.- 


A ſenſeleſs expectation of relief, 

That has ſo long deceived me. — Had 1 thought, 
When firſt this hell of poverty o'ertook me, 
What years of wretchedneſs were ſtill to come; 
I had not liſten'd to their dreams of comfort, 
But ſhook this vile deteſted being off, 

This uſcleſs, painful burthen. . True, my wife 
Is ſtill a ſlave to prejudice and fear, 

I would not leave my better part, the dear 
Faithful companion of my happier days, 

To bear the weight of age and want alone. 


'—T'll try once more 


— Here's too another tie 

To irkſome life—and yet, perhaps, the boy 
Had better be without me; I but blaſt him, 

Like an old withering tree, whoſe poiſonous _ 

Cankers the ſapling near it. —— 

Where have you been, my boy? 


CHARLES. 


I come from Chorlo!te's. 


She beck6n'd; as I play'd beneath her window, 
And made me come. She is ſo kind _ good 


I love to be with her. 
WILMO T. 
Better perhaps - 


Than here with us. —Ay, boy? — do not blame 


you; 
| Your grandmother and I have ſorry cheer, 
But ſighs and groans, to give "un 


CH A R I E S. F 

My mamma 

Is ſeldom merry either ; but to-day 
| G 2 I thought 


Eiter Charles. 
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I thought ſhe look'd not quite ſo ſad as uſual. 
| Wov'd 1 could cure your ſadneſs ?—=Were I 2 | 


king, 


I would not have one ſad within my kingdom. 
But I'd forgotten ; I have ſomething for you. 


- e He [Taking out a s purſe. 
© -WILMOT. 
From Charlotte ? 2 | 
-! CHARLES. -— ON 
I 38s - 
WILMOT. 


Then take it back _ 


CHARLES. 


Indeed T won't: when once before 1 did ſo, _ 
She chid me ſadly; I'd do any thing | 
Before I'd have her chide me. 


- WILMOT. 
To be poor 
Is little, where we can be poor unnoticed. 
But to be mark'd as one whom poverty 
| Has levell'd to ſuch bearings, to dependence, 
To obligation, pity, charity 
Why what is life, that one ſhou'd buy * fo dearly, 
Ev n at its prime i but now, when nature's leafe 
Is ſhorten'd to a few poor drooping years 
Oft age and weakneſs !—tis a wretched bargain 
That only fools wou'd make. 
ag _ and after her Young Wilmor. 
| Return'd fo ſoon ! | 


„ « 1 89 N 
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AGNES. 


The vnexpected coming of this ſtranger 
Prevents my going yer. | 


Y. WIL M 0 T, (in a broken and agitated. voice ) 


| You're, I preſume— 
The gentleman—this letter- 


WILMOT, 0 * at obs letter. F 


Wilmot! Yes, 
Agnes, a On with you—take this 


„n ber the parſe. 
AGNES. T 
7 From Charlotie? 
Ay—fave me the diſgrace of keeping it. or 
That girl # 
AGN ES. 


J almoſt hate her for her favours. 


WILMOT. 
Tou will forgive us, Sir. 


V. WILMOTFT. 
= Nay, it is 1 
Who need — I fear 


WL M Or. 
I pray you, Sir, no more. 


This letter s ſign'd by Charlotte- 
| [Openi ng the leiter. 


19 


v. WILM Or, 


7 2 
= 5 * * +. 
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Y. WILMOT, (afide.) 
% Let me recover — 
What wild A, the token of deſpair, 


What indigence, what miſery appears 
In each diſorder'd and disfurniſh'd room 


Of this once gorgeous houſe l- what diſcontent, 
What anguiſh and confuſion fill the faces 
Of its dejected owners! 


' WILMO T. 
Sir, ſuch welcome 


As this poor houſe affords, you may command. 
Our ever friendly neighbour—once we hoped 
_ To have call'd fair Charlotte by a dearer n name 1— 


- 2 
mY Lad 2 . i 
* 


v. WIL MOT, (aſide.) 


The joy to ſee them, yet the bitter pain 
To ſee them thus !—how my dean ſwells within 


me! 


WILMOF. 


But we have done with hope] pray excuſe 
This Incoherence——We once * a ſon! 


Y. WILMOT,  (ofide.) 


They know me not, and yet I fear I ſhall 
Defeat my i 68d and betray myſelf, 


AGNES. 


That you are come from that dear virtuous maid 
Revives in us the memory of a loſs, 
Which, tho” long lince, we have not Jearn'd ta 


bear. | 


V. WILMOT. 


XI TRAOGE D v. 47. 


v. WILMOT. | _ 


And this (Wert boy N 


 AGNES. 


He is our grandſon, Sir: 
Our only other child, his mother died, 
And left this little orphan to our Care. 


CHARLES. 
I never ſaw that mother; but I've got 


A mother ſtill; you come from Charlotte, do's 


you ? 
I call her my mamma, and ſhe's much kinder 


Than ſome mamma's are. If you know her, Sir, | 


You love her ſurely, 


 AGNES. 


Peace child—how you prate ( 


v. WILMOT. 
I pray you do not hinder him——(His prattle 
Gives me ſome breathing time.) [ ide. 
CHARLES. 


Nay, 4 not chide me; 3 


There are but few who give me leave to talk, 
But few who mind me now— This gentleman 
Looks kindlier on me than our naughty town's- 


folks, 


Who care not for my grandfacher—1 hate them, f 


WII. MOT. 


The lady calls you here her valued friend; 
Enough, tho” nothing more ſhou'd be expreſs'd, 
To recommend you to our beſt eſteem ; 


—A worthleſs : 


. 


& > 


j 
15 
i 


e 
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—— A worthleſs acquiſition !—May ſhe find 

Some means that better may expreſs her kindneſs, 

She ſends you hither to a houſe of ſorrow, 

Yet one, 8 *mid(t its ſufferings, feels her good- 
. nels 

With warmer gratitude than thoſe mike do, 

To whom proſperity has taught forgetfulneſs. 

But I'll not praiſe her; we're too poor for praiſe, 

Too proud to flatter; bankrupts in her debt, 

Who rather feel than own it. Were there aught 

That we cou'd ſerve her in, it were a kindneſs 

To afk it of us. Such we'll hold it, Sir, 

If, after the fatigues this letter mentions, 

Our humble roof may give you reſt and ſhelter, 

With ſuch plain covrteſy as thoſe may render, 

Whom fortune has made wretched, but not mean, 

And left the wiſh, without che power, of friend- 


ip. 


V. WIL M Or. 


1 have had ſome experience of the world, 
And know it better than to look for worth 
Amidſt its ſunſhine only.— My fair friend 


| 'Told me, in part, that you had known misfor- 


tunes, 


Some too that ſhe felt with you. 


. Talk not of them. 
We have no right to tax you with our woes. 


\ 2 48*- - 


A NES. 
Tis ſomewhat {till to find a hearer for them. 


Our ſon; our Edward, had he lived till now, 


Might, like this gentleman, have feach'd at laſt 


His friends and country 2 


1 E 
Y. WILMOT, 


a 4 


WT... 


. | WILMOT, (ald. 
Shall I ſtill be ſilent? 


WILMOT. 
Trace not this fruitleſs image of the paſt, 

But blot it out for ever. Hold no more 
Fallacious converſe with that liar Hope, 

Nor think that thro' the darkneſs of our fate 
A ray of comfort e' er ſhall riſe to cheer us. 


A GN ES. 

The laſt and moſt abandon'd of our kind, 

By Heav'n and earth neglected and deſpiſed, 
The loathſome grave that robb'd - us of our 


? children, D919 
And all our os in them, muſt be « our ir refuge. 


v. WII. M OT. 


Let ghoſts ee or devoted 4 | 
Fear without hope, and wail in ſuch ſad ſtrains; 
But grace defend the living from deſpair. 

The darkeſt hours precede the riſing ſun, 
And _—_ may appear when leaſt enpedigd; « LE 


WILMOT. 


This I have heard a thouſand times repeated; 
And have, believing, been as oft deceived. - 


v. WILMOT. 


Behold in me an inſtance of its truth. 

At. ſea, twice ſhipwreck'd, and as oft the prey 

Of lawleſs pirates; by the Arabs thrice 

Surpriſed and robb'd on ſhore ; and once reduced 

To worſe than theſe, the ſum of all diſtreſs, 

T hat the moſt vretehed feel on this ide hell, 

H "vena 
F + 
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Feen e e yet here I ſtand, 5 


Except one trouble that will quickly end, 
The happieſt of mankind, 


WI L MOT. 
| A rare example 
Of We 's caprice ; ; apter to ſurpriſe, | 
Or entertain, than comfort or inſtruct. 
If you will reaſon from events, be juſt, _ 
And count, when you eſcaped, how — periſhed, 
And draw your inference thence. 


AGNE s. ; 
Alas | wha knows 


But we were rendered childleſs by ſome ſtorm, 


In which you, tho” preſerved, might bear a part. 


y. WILMOT, (alde.) 
How has my curioſity berray'd me 
Into ſuperfluous pain! I faint with fondneſs; | 
And fhall, if I ſtay longer, ruſh upon them, 
Proclaim myſelf their ſon, kiſs and embrace them, 


| Till that their ſouls, tranſported with th' exceſs 


2 
3 
2 299, - 
5 7 
; ae” 


Of pleaſure and Turpriſe, vit their frail manſions, 


And leave them breathleſs in my longing arms. 


| w. ILMO T. 
5 "You re thoughtful, Sir 
Y. WILMOT. 
| "+ IP * were pine ones, ; 
ak 4 4 
3-8 WILMOT. 1 5 
Ay, you” are young, and may have pleaſant 


OR Fr 
2] V. WIL Mor. 


. 
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v. WILMOT, RE 


By circumſtances, then, and flow degrees, 
They muſt be let into a happineſs 
Too great for them to bear at once, and live; 
That Charlotte will perform : I need not feign 
To aſk an hour — .. [Yd 
| Sir, I incret 
The favour to retire, where, for a while, 
I may repoſe myſelf. You will excuſe 
his freedom, and the trouble that I give you. 
Tis long ſince F have: flept, and nature _—_ 45 - 


i Cn WIL M Or. 


Nay, no apology ; we're only troubled 
Te you meu think any excuſe were nenn, 


. # WIL MO r. 


The N of this is ſome incumbrance to me, 
[Tating a caſtet from bis lem. 
And its contents RG” 1 . *Midit the horror 
Of laſt night's' ſhipw reck, I contrived to ſave, 
In this Canal — all the hard earn'd wealth 
That many an hour of toil and danger gain. 
But life is little, when the means” ane loft 
To live With comfort. 


WILMO T. 
Agnes! 


v. WILMOo T. 
If you pleaſe 


To take the charge of it tit I ate, 


I ſhall not © reſt the worle,—{Giziag it to his mother, 
Elf F-ſhoulE ſleep 
4. Till 


Till I am call'd "mp ſs I may, 
I beg that 2 would wake r me. 


- — 


0 on Fx uf * 


| AGNES. 


L e not: 
Diſtracted as I am, with various woes, | 
I ſhall aneper hat [ Exit Agnes. 


| 55 "CHARLES. | Laps 


gi —Sleep they a-days * 
In wog far countries you have come PMs Sir? 


I've heard mamma ſay 6.— 


* 


| 1 WILMOT: 
aon: Sometimes, my er 


But wearinels, like mine, regards, not ſeaſons, 


1 CHARLES. 


11 you wou'd. chuſe be watch'd, ru fic befide 
you 5 Li 

And * 1 wake, you'll ell, me the rales of 
bing — | 

I Le to hear 1 tho? they, ks me "i 
Charlotte ſpeaks often of them, and we weep 


To think that uncle never will teturn. W * 97 
| W ELM OT. 

Peace, child ;—our' forrows have been rude 4 
ready.— 

You'll ron this, Sir—Grandame' s boys, they 
ſay, 

Are of vays ſpoil, - — But | ay Rowe: Org 

. :harles, TEIP 4444 5 1 
And thu our gueſt gh e way. 


c H- 


v. WILMOT, 


A TRAGEDY, 


Y. WILMO T. | 


| His innocent talk 
Steals like ſoft muſic o'er my drooping ſenſes, 
And lulls them into quiet, — 


_—_ 


| | | | _- CHARLES. | 
| Come this way, Sir, 

J can be flent when there's need; I've ſat 
Many. a long night, when grandfather has ſlept, 
And breath'd ſo ſoft, and walk'd on tiptoe, thus; 
When he wou'd mutter in his dreams, to ſee - 

If he aid aught—but 1 forget myſelf —— 

Pleaſe you. to follow me. 
| CE Charles and Sona Wilmot. 


rn 5 3 - tle fn 4 . > 
3 WO? OTITIS; — x * N = * 
. ECDL RL he + DX” K Ads on Roe 1 


- . oo * — 
rr 


WILMO T. 


Tis as os ſtranger ſays; his prattle oft | +, 

Has for a moment ſmooth'd my troubled thoughts, 
And ſpread a fort of mild forgerfulneſs | 

O'er all my ſufferings. But it will not be; 

The toils of fate are round us, we but ſtruggle 

In a ſmall ſpace that narrows every hour, 

Till ruin cloſe upon us. — I have heard 

That things, the loweſt which creation owns, 

Scorpions, and poiſonous" worm by iaſtinct 

taughhtt. 

Eſcape from deſperate and an tortures 

By their own ſtings. We are miſled by reals 


as miſs the ſhorteſt way. > _— 
„Lee enters, 7 5 the caſts 0 on e 2 IE 


: Charles has been playing | 
25 he landlord to our gel, Methinks, that boy 
hould not be link'd to ſuch a wayward fortune 
As ours is, Wilmot, Nature has endow'd him 
With 5 


1 


With qualities ſo ill aecordant toit: 
So gentle and ſo generous, Providence 


| Mun have mark d him for a beggar 8 e 


| 


WILMOT. g 


"Tis not for us to judge of Providence. 
Here, in the darkneſs of this little world, + 
We crawl, and grope our miſerable way, 
Yet ſometimes dream that we can ſee to Heaven, 
What is't to Providence that we want bread, 
That 2 periſh'd, or that Charles may per 
R 
Breaks it our reſt if certain emmets die 
Or if the winter ſtarve them Leave ſuch 
queſtions _ 
For paſtime to divines; arid lazy ſchoolmen. 
To feel, is ſurer than to reaſon; we 
Can feel our ſufferings, and may judge of them. 
Bear what you can chen, and abe paſt endu- 
rande — 
You know my mind already -d can ſeapofratn, 
But aſk not why the Provideace'you talk of 
Has made us poor, and-laviſh'd wealth on others, 
Why Edward's fate was ar untimely grave, 
While yonder happy ſtranger lives to taſte 
ee 95 wealth, and Kngib u days! 


3 # | : 
$ 


ele c | NGNES:- 
Why, art turns me infidel again. 
Wherefore are you reduced thus? Lou a made 
(3 s you would often anſwer to my cautions) 
our wealth. a penſion for the unfortunate, 
Yourſelf" an almoner'for” "generoſity !——- 
While this, perhaps tome. mean and low. born 


Some Wo adventurer; Who never knew 


, 
F 95 7 
1 
N 
* 4 141 


What | 
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What riches were to have or to beſtow; 
While he returns in Fortune's favour high, 
By flatterers follow d, envied by the proud ; 
Looks down on merit ſcorn'd, on birth deſpiſed, 
Or marks them with inſulting condeſcenſion, 
And leads them in the triumph of his bounty. 
WILMOT. | 
Of that no more! to be the things we are 
Is pain enough; compared with what we might 
»Tis torture 
AG NES. 1 
Could I but indulge the thought 


Of ſome ſtrange chance, ſome fairy dream of for- 


tune, 5 | i” 
To give us wealth like what the ſtranger told us 
His caſket holds Oh ! what a ſtate were that 
Of exaltation, what a bleſs'd reverſe | —_ 
Do'ſt think on't, Wilmot? ” 


* 


WIL MOT. | 
. It is vain to think 
Of what can never be; were it within 

The graſp of poſſibility—my thoughts, 
Would ſtir as quick as your's do. ; 


AGNES.. | 
But to think 
Of what that little caſket could do for us. 
To change the miſeries of loathſome poverty 
For all the thouſand joys of caſe and. plenty ; 
To break thoſe ſhackles of a vile dependence 
That bend us down with ſhame and ſelf-abaſes 
ment ' 


\ 


8 5 To 
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To raiſe us up where thoſe ungrateful minions, | 
That now inſult us with contempt or pity, 
Would look on us abaſh'd, and pine with envy.— 
To arm us with revenge for all our wrongs, 
And blaſt the villany that triumphs 0 er us 
How my heart beats, to think ont. You are 
cold, | 
And do not warm at this * 


To WILMOT. 1 e 
Did I but weed 
12 The way to realize your fancy'd happineſs, 
I am not grown ſo ſtupid to the ills 
That we have felt, or to the good you dream of, 
That I ſhould need a ſpur to fly the one, 
Or ſeek the other But I cannot rouze 
My dull imagination to the chace  * 
Of ſuch gay Phantoms; if they give to you 
A moment 8 bliſs, *tis harmleſs ro indulge them. 
[Exit Wilmot. 


AG NES, (after a pauſe.) 

I know not that ;—a gleam of horrid thought 
Shot, as he ſpoke, acroſs my wandering mind, — 
* Did I but know the way to realize 

« Your fancy'd happineſs !—— here is a way, 


Some dæmon whiſper'd !—Here, this wealth, this 


8 
[Going to the table 4 vaking it p. 

Now, while I hold it in my little graſp, 

Is all my fancy ſoar'd to Have a care, 

That thought is guilt !—to look is innocent, 

A woman's weakneſs only—yet tis fooliſh, _ 

And ſhould not be indulged — How eafily 

The log gives way !—— [Opening the caſket. 
1 Amazing !—moſt prodigious ! 

9 * : . My. 
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My eyes are dazzled, and my raviſh'd heart 
| Leaps at the glorious fight !-—-—How bright the 
luſtre, 
And how immenſe the worth, of theſe fair Jewels! 
Ay, ſuch a treaſure would expel at once 
Baſe poverty, and all its abject train; 
The mean devices we're compell'd to uſe, 
To keep out famine, and preſerve our lives 
From day to day—Could we contrive the means 
But to poſſeſs them—Ha ! again that thought! 
There's murder in't ! I'll cruſt myſelf no longer. 
Temptation ſpeaks, in mine and Wilmot's wicked- 
mee a nels, | En 
With eloquence too powerful——But—'is paſt. 
3 the ſtranger may be ſtil] awake! 
This fatal caſket ſhall be placed beſide him, 
And the dire thoughts to which it miniſters 


Buried for ever in this guilty breaſt, _ 


Which, if i it cannot vanquiſh, may ſuppreſs 15. 
Exit. 


END OF THE FOURTH Acr. 


* ACT 
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SCENE continued. 
| 
AGNES alone, (holding the caſtet.) 
'T TOW found he ſleeps !——Did he but ſleep. 
| for ever, 9 8 
And we were heirs of this! Tis guilt to wiſh it 
* But what's the wiſh ?—a poor unfruitful ſin 
That taints, but profits not. ——*Tis not my fault 
To feel thoſe ills that prompt a wiſh to end em 
To end them 's in my power; the fate that ſent 
The various curſes which we groan beneath, 
- Now ſends.a cure for all—Poſſefs'd of theſe, 
1 [ Looking on the jewels. 
The miſeries of our poverty would ceaſe, 
Plenty, content, and peace would take their turn, 
And lofty pride bare its aſpiring head | 
At our approach, and once more bend before us : 
And, if we dare, we may One little blow !— 
Did Heav'n but wink — but what's the eye of 
Heaven? 1 
Has it look'd on, and ſeen our children periſh, 
Oppreſſion cruſh our weakneſs, famine gnaw 
Our failing age, and meagre penury - 
Hang, like a blight, upon our innocent boy— 
Is this Heaven's juſtice ?—or am I the fool 
Of womaniſh belief in lying creeds ?— 
I think it muſt be ſo: they play us falſe ; 
Cheat us with empty founds, till we forego 
LS ... Our 


A Arn! 


Our native powers, that elſe would right them- 
ſelves Enter Wilmot. 


Ha Wilmer — 


WILMO r. 
Agnes! was't your voice I heard? 


AGNES. 
My mind was full, and found — in * 


WIL MO r. 


a -What are you gazing on ?—Fie, 'tis not well 


That caſket was deliver'd to you cloſed ; 
Why have you open'd it? — Should this be known, 


How mean muſt we appear: . 


AN ES. | 
- And who ſhall know it? 
n 
There is a kind of pride, a decent dignity 
Due to ourſelves, which, ſpite of our misfortunes, 
May be maintain'd and cheriſh'd to the laſt. 
To live without reproach, and without leave 


To quit the world, ſhews ſovereign contempt 
4 en ſcorn of its relentleſs malice. | 


AGNES. 
"Shews ſovereign madneſs, and a ſcorn of ſenſe, 


Purſue no farther this deteſted theme: 
I will not die; Iwill not leave the world 


For all that you can urge, until compell'd. 


WILMOT. 


Io chace a ſhadow, when the funk ſan 
Is daring * laſt rays, were Juſt as wiſe 


I 2 A 
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As your anxiety for fleeting life, 
Now the laſt means for its ſupport are failing. 
Were famine not as mortal as the ſword, 
This warmth might be excuſed— But take thy 
5 choice; 

Die * you will, you ſhall not die alone. 


ä | AGNES, 
Nor live, I hope. 
 WILMOT. . 
' There 1s no fear of that. 


3 AGNES. 
Then well live both. | 


| WILMOT. | 
Sb $6 4 Strange folly !—where's the means ? 


| | AGNES. 
The means are here theſe jewels !— 


Nai. 
. Hal take heed: 
Perhaps you 1 but _ me; yet take heed— 
There's novught ſo monſtrous but the mind of man, 
In ſome conditions, may be brought t' approve; 
Theft, ſacrilege, treaſon, and parricide, | 
When flattering opportunity enticed, 

And deſperation. drove, have been committed 
By * who once had ſtarted ak their names. 


AGNES. 


And add to theſe, deteſted ſuicide, 0 
Which, by a crime much 22255 we may avoid. 


WILMOT. 


A T:R/& GED Ye 6 


WILM OY. 


Th' inhoſpitable murder of our gueſt !— 

How cou'dſt thou form a thought ſo very remptings 

And yet ſo cruel, and ſo full of hotror ? 

- 
AGNES: * 

The horror's but in fancy; the advantage 

Were real, Wilmot— think what theſe wou't! 
cake us, | 

If theſe were ours; to make 8 ours, is eaſy, 

And not more eaſy than tis ſafe: this ſtranger 

Unknown, unnoticed, caſt a ſhipwreck'd thing 

Upon our coaſt, without a friend to own him, 

Save Charlotte only ; ; and her guileleſs nature 

We can deceive at will—or, if ſuſpicious, 

Friendſhip wou'd keep her ſilent From the 
chamber, 

Where now he lies, opens that ſecret vault, 

In which our anceſtors, in former times 

Of Gothic violence, were wont to lodge 

2 valued moſt; - there could we Tafely ſtow 
him | 


WILMOT.', »,- 


Stop there—chs picture thrills mel What a bend 
Have pride and poverty made thee: . 


+4. ww 


AGNES. 
They have made us 
Wretched: 'tis cowardice wou'd keep us ſo; 


: F +& 


Tis cowardice would drive thee to ſelf-murder, "f 


Mine's a more uſeful and a braver purpoſe ; 


TO crimes __ and both haps may Juſtify. 1 


W ILMO r. > = 
Thinkt thou may Juſtify! 


VP ESPE — mä OUR CARS aS >.<. 


„% THE SHIPWRECK. 


AGNES. 
— An ſuch a ſtate 


As ours, abindon'd and caſt off by all, 


Wretched,' forlorn, nd ſunk in penury, 
Why ſhould the laws that wealth and power have 


form'd 
Fe te! theſe hands 8 Er her wants 
ſtrength or cunning, long ere laws were made; 
And, ſince ſociety denies us comfort, | 
Such ſhov'd « our n be. 


8 If WILM 0 Y. 
What in 


Has this rempration caught thee! [ 


=77 | A G NE 8. | 
Tis not ſubtilty, 
But what in manlier hours, when thy firm mind 
Shook not. with ſuch baſe Rey I's ve and theo 
| oa . 8 


f 3 
9 : k : 143 s : 


| WILMOT. 


The laws, *tis true, in this bad world, reſtrain 
The poor alone, while rich luxurious vice 
Lords it at will. In every ſtate alike 

If rude, by force —if civiliz'd; by fraud 
Man man. 


en 'Tis n very diamonds 
Were dug by wretches, whom their maſters chain 
To miſerable life, to irkdin to die 
Had been a blefling : nay, tis probable, 
This ſtranger won them from their firſt poſſeſſors 
By rapine, or by murder — I Enter Charles. 


* * * þ #1 * 1 
„„ 
24319 | AGNES. 
» : r 
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63 
= AGNES. | 
Ha! Charles! | — 
WILM Of. 


'Tis well; he comes to my relief. 
You! re frighten'd, boy 


CHARLES. | 
I have made faſt the door 
They can't get in. | 


AGNEsS. 
Who? 


- CHARLES. 
As I came along, 
I * ſome men that hover'd near the gate. 
At firſt they frighten'd me; but then I thought 
I ſhould not be afraid, and that, perhaps, 
It might do good to grandfather and you, 
If I could venture near enough to learn 


What was their buſineſs here; and ſol crept 


Cloſe to the wall, and liſten d. One there was 
Who ſeem'd to give directions to the reſt, 
And when they anſwer'd him they call'd him Sewell, 
I heard the words arreſt, and debt, and ak pr a 
What will they do to us? 


WILMOT. 
*T1s as I fear'd. 


AGNES: 
The door is faſt, you ſay. 


CHARLEs. 


6 THE SHIPWRECK. 


CHARLES. 
| I puſh'd the bolt. 
Quite home, with all my ſtrength ; *ris faſt III 
warrant you. 


AGNES. | 
Here, take this key, you've ſeen me open with't 
The little wicket on the private paſſage 
Beneath the hall; get that way, round the garden, 
Out to the ſtreet, and watch the men you talk of. 


1 CHARLES. 
| I'll do't, I can ſteal ſoftly 
Win they take me to priſon? ? 


—If they catch me, 


ans 


No, no, —bbut, Charles * 
Be ſure you go not near the ſtranger's room 
Twill wake him, and would vex us. 


ND DR CCC 


— pry Were 
= 


% 


— — 


CHARLES. 

| Ill remember. 
| [ Exit Charles, 
; | WI. M Or. 

So, now the ſtorm will burſt, and perfect ruin 
= | A AGNES. 


Not yet, we are not ruin'd yet, if VMilnot 
Will dare to reſcue us. —— 


WILMOT. | 
| Will dare! 


AGNES. 
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ANESs. | 
Yes, dare. 
A moment's NW gives us all, > 
Wealth, EY happineſs |—— 


_ WILMOT. 
3 L underſtand you. 
Wer't any other way—— | 
% - AGNES. 
. TREE is no other. 


WIL MO r. 


| Preſs me not, Agnes !—ſpare my ſtrugg gling ſoul— 
Cruel, W and unnatural! 


bl | AGNES. | | 
T hou, thou art xo thou unnatural Wilmot ! 
For thou might'ſt ſave us all but I have done. 
Go then to priſon ; we'll attend thee there, 
We'll periſh with thee - we'll endure the pangs 
Of deſperate famine ! there our boy ſhall aſk, 
In the laſt ſharp convulſive throes of hunger, 
The food we have not I think thou ſee'lt _ 

= 

His er eyes, his little feeble arms! 


0 1 L M 0 T. 
Horror! Distri —— 


AGNES. | | | 
But they plead in vain. 


Wilmot is loſt in weak unmanly fear, 
And will not help us. 


. WIL MOT 
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WILMOT. | 
TS Take me, lead me, Agnes— 
This whirling brain'!—what would'ſt thou have 
me do Ty 8 


2 


A0 E S. 


Ere he tay down, he took the dagger off 
Thou ſaw'ſt him wear ——here tis. 


(Shewing him the tr.) 


R WILMOT, (taking the dagger.) | 
His dagger—ay— 
_ 2?Tis his own dagger | 
ACC NES. 


Stand not thus benumb'd 
In fancy'd horror !—ftikeir —_ and end 
All our diſtreſſes. 5 55 


TCH 


WILM OT. 2 


End 'em! — Shell we live 
And, think of this ? Oh — 


AGNES. 


| Shame upon thy alas; 
To linger chus ; z—if he ſhould chance to wake— 


- 


WILMO T. 
Wake! ! would to heaven he waked! 


AGNES. 
| Buquick, ſparc? ! 


WILMOT, 


a 


he ſtreet is that way. 


Mt , 
« * 

* 

. 


A TRAG n 1 


. 


WIEMOT. 1 
| Oh, Agnes! ic there be a hell B X 


AGNES. 
IP off this weakneſs, and be more yourſelf, 


WI L MOT. 
What's to be done? on what had we determined? 


AGNES. 


Oh! coward queſtion | think no more, but ſtrike. 


WILMOT. 


Peace, conſcience, peace !-——and now 
[Going the wrong —_ 


A G NES. | | 
Where do you g 
WILMOT. 

8 ata True, T had forgot. 


_ AGNES. 
Quite, quite confounded, Vilnot 


WILMOT. 5 


4 . No, I'll do't,- 
This way—— = [Exit Wilmot, 


Softly ——his fear ol fumbled |—he 


wakes ]J—— 
C No 
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No—all is filent I—he ſhall wake no more! 


Again that noiſe Charlotte !- 
[Enter Charlotte. 


CHARLOTTE. 


Why do you look 
7 With fuch amazement on me: 2— 


AGNEs. 
How did you enter? 


CHARLOTTE. 

The gate was ſhut; I came by the private paſſage | 

To which of old but whence that look of 
_ "terror? 


. AGNES. | 
No I'm not terrify dor, if I were 
You've heard of — Iprithee, this 

way. 
0 1 aking ber hand, as if 10: lead ber out at the 


. oppoſite fide from that on which Wilmor 
went . 


CHARLOTTE. 


There 1 is no need; let me diſpel your fears; 
1 won't conceal it longer, though your ſon 
Charged me to keep it ſecret, but to try 
* Jou bad quice forgot him. 


AGNES. 
Ha lon i 


7 5 © CHARLOTTE: 
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CHARLOTTE, 
5 Where is he? 


He made me write that letter; and i it ſeems.” 
You did not know him in his foreign garb. 


AGNES. _ 
Avg on !——Stay, Wilmot ! ſtay thy 
| A 


[ As ſbe is running out ſhe meets Wilmot with. 
the dagger in his hand covered with ihe blood 


of — «Js | 


WILMOT. 
'Tis done | —— Charlotte! 


[ He drops the dagger. 


' CHARLOTTE. 
What ! how !—that glare of horror! 
AGNES. 
Horror l tis hell ! — take op chat dagger 
Wilmot, : 
And þbury't here——upon my ins I beg thee, 
That I may die without the curſe of telling. 


He whom we 7 


WILM Of. 
Speak ! 


 AGNES. 


Was our ſon, our Edward! 
[Charlotte faints. 


CHARLES, 


This way, Pl guide you | 
Tier Charles, Maria, Euſtace and Randall, 
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CHARLES, bebind the- ſcenes. 


Merey !—Look to Charlotte. 
Maria Randall „ [They run 10 aſſiſt ber. 


WI LMO. 


Let her die re know not 


The cueſe of _ L-—Oh t 


AG NES. 
In pity ſtab me. 


; CHARLOTTE, FeUIVNg. | 
Think nor of me. Where am I Where's 8 


my Edward ? 
[Wilmot points, in N fence, to the room 


warts he murder ed him. 
CHARLES. 


He lay i in the yellow chamber. 


EUSTACE. 


way. 


AGNES. 


Let life forfake the earth, and light the ſun, 
And death and darkneſs bury in oblivion 
Mankind and all their deeds, that no — 


| May ever rife to hear our horrid tale, 
Or view the grave of ſuch deteſted parricides | 


5 _ _, WILMOPF, 


i 


Haſte us ; thither. 1 
Stund nde amazed thus ; ;—— Randall | ſhew the 


[Excunt all but Wilmot and Agnes, 


A TRAGEDY. 7 


po WILMor. 
Curſes and imprecations are in vain ; 
The iſun will rife, and all things have their 
courſe, 
When we, the curſe and dirthen of the earth, 
Shall 1 with its duſt.— That's ſorcerhing 
ill 
This horrid dream ſhall paſs— and lep, chick 
lleep 
This can procure us . | 
17 aking up the e. 


A NRG. 
Oh! Wilmot, Witmor' 
"Twas 1 that drove thee on] Can'ft thou forgive 
me! ? 
Yet, preſs'd by want, and ſtung by woundell 
pride, 
In anguifn, in 3 righteous Hea- 


| ven ! 
What will the future be? 


WILMOT. 
I know not that 
But to. ſhut out amen thou firſt—— 

[Stabbing W 
I dare not cruſt thy weakneſs —.— 


AGNES. 


—_ 


Euer kind 
But moſt i in chis—Oh —— | 
| 7 © 2:10 | . 1398 * Dies. 


0 I & 


WILMOT. 
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w T L MOT. 

| I will not long ſurvive thee. 

Arn lu, Euſtace, Charlotte, and Matt. 15 
7 BUSTACE., | — - 
6 Agnes! lane - 
Aide (DAS nner. 122 55 | 8 
wy | That's $2 eilt. 
2 CHARLOTTE. 


"Wi, deſpair | Tu never hope again.— 
Why have you forced me from my Wilmot's fide ? 
Let me return - unhand me—let me die— 
SV tience, that till this moment ne' er forſook me, | 
as-ra'en her flight; and my abandon'd mind, 
E to a lot ſo void of mercy, * _ -- 
unexpected, rages even to madneſs.— 
Oh thou! who know'ſt our frame, who. know t 
theſe woes wy 
Are more than human 8 can bear, A 
Oh! take me, take me hence, ere I relapſe, 
And, in my anguiſh, with unhallow'd tongue, 
Again arraign your my 4 * 


. krvusracz. i 02 29% 


Be comforted. — | d 1 
M ARI A. 
en — Compoſe yourſelf, dear Madam. : 


4 4 A $55 Þ 1 
cHARTOT TE. 113 4 Ron uh: 
"Cohort, compoſure l— talk ye tkus to me 
In this rack'd brain, is there one _ for 
I 8 . 
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Give me my Wilmot !—but an hour igo | 
I faw him, Heagd him, claſp'd in theſe arms— 
Where is he now — dead! murder d give me 
way _ 
'Tis torture ! *tis difiration! OR 
[ Exit Charlotte. 
" EUSTACE. 5 
I pray you follow het— 5 | | 
| [To Maria, who goes out: 
| | — Unhappy maid! 
This ſtrange event my ſtrength can ſcarce ſupport, | 
No wonder thine ſhould fail. —-Oh Wilmot, Wilmdt! 


| Thou trueſt lover; and thou beſt of friends! 
Ho ſhall I vent my grief, how rate my loſs !— 


WILMOT. 


| What whining fool art thou, who wou'dft ue 

My ſovereign right of grief Was he thy ſon? 

Say! can'ft thou ſhew thy hands; reeking with 
blood, 

T hat flow'd in * channels from thy Louis? 


EUS TAC E. 
Forbia, it it Heaven, that I ſhould know ſuch guilt! 


| WILMOT. * 
Compute che ſands that bound the ſpacious deten 8 
And ſwell their number with a ſingle grain; | 
Increaſe the noiſe of thunder with thy voice 
Or, when the raging wind lays nature waſte, 
Aſſiſt the ntl with thy feeble breath; 

Bur name not thy faint ſorrow with the anguiſl 


3 „ 


724 THE SHIPWRECK. 
Of a curs'd wretch, who only hopes for this, 


To give his torments pauſe. 


EUSTACE, 


A dreadful inftance of the laſt remorſe !— 
May all thy woes end here !— 


g WILMOT. 


Il know not where, 
Darkneſs and doubt ſurround me — what can 


mercy— _ 
Had I but truſted it before—its bleſſings 


Had now been mine. Oh ant thing I'd | 


forgot— 
m— Spare me, ye Pangs, a moment |——Where' ; 


my boy ? 
2 | EUSTACE. 


Randall, at my deſire, convey'd him hence 
From this dread ſcene to Charlotte 8. 


WILMOT. 


Pray you, Sir, 


For pity's ſake, and, as you loved your friend, 
Be careful of him! Watch his tender years! 
And, if his grandfather be ever mention'd, 
The dread example of my fate will ſhew him 
What puniſhment awaitsz—— Dies. 


EU STAC E. | 
— May that ſuffice, 


4 


And | mercy y ſpare the reſt 42 7 N 


W-.; 


Labin binſel 


{ 


* 


A TRAGEDY, 53 


To doubt the ſway 
Of Providence, is ever to be wretched. | 


That ſacred faith, that points the good man's 


eye | 

” To where Omnipotence conducts the world, 
Gives virtue ſtrength, proſperity enjoyment ; 
On rankling ſorrow ſheds a holy balm, 
And, midſt the tempeſts of this troubled ſcene, 
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i THE END. 
2 — 8 — - . 1 
E RR AT A. 


Page 34. line 12. for fight, read night. 
41. line 2. for tears, read fears. 


57. line 11. for wickedneſs, read ævrerchedneſt. 


Lifts up the ſoul in peace, and leans on Heaven? — 
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